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Before it changed to quarto size, BEVOND was composed of 36 pages containing
about 400 words (maximum) each. With this present format there are up to 750
words per page (maximum). (Last issue's estimates were based on the average
vordage per page). Thus it will be seen that in the old version thare was space
for up to 14,400 words. Simple arithmetic shows that for this format to contain
that number of words, a wmere 20 pages at the most are nacessary.

Now, last issue thesre were 30 pages, plus a 2 page fanzine review 'extra’'
put in at the last moment. This adds up to a magazine mors than 1% times as big
as BEYOND used to be, and as might be expected it is just impossible
to cover the costs of production of a magazine of that size on a 9d-a-copy
basis,

The usual remedies of increcasing the price or reducing the number of pag-
es won't work in this case; the first, because paying rsaders have mostly sub-
scribed for an average of 2 or 3 issues ahead, very few copies arc hought sing-
ly, and the second because if the magazine were rzduced to 20 pages there just
would not be room for a balanced selection of fact and fiction, PLUS the usual
departments each issue.

I mention all this so you'll be able to apnreciate the reasons that led
to my deciding to double the size of each issue (more than double, in fact, at
44 pages) and to cut down the publishing schedule, from something like 9 issues
a year to around 5 or 0 issues a‘'year. Under this scheme, I propose to cut
the number of issues each current subscription is valid for by nhalf. This
is really entirely fair, since although a subscriber will get only half as
many issues as he paid for, he will be getting twice as . much -- more
than twice as much -- in each issue. Of course, if people object strongly to
this, I may have to change to a 20 page issue and give subsciribers the number
of copies they paid for. But I don't want to, since there are many advantages
in a slower publishing schedule. For one thing, artwork and headings are much
easier to match with stories and articles. The contents page will in future be
without inaccuracies. There will be scope for more and better illustration.

It will be much easier to produce issues containing balanced amounts of fact
and fiction. And so on.

So unless there is a vast amount of disapproval, old subscriptions are
valid as follows: subscribers who have paid for BEYOND up to the next issue,
will get the next issue; un to the next two issues, will get the next issue
only; up to the next three isues, will get the next 2 issues; up to the next
4, will get the next 2; up to the next 5 or the next 6, will get the next 3;
up to the next 7 or 8, will get the next 4. As you'll see, in cases of sub-
scriptions valid for an odd number of future issues, I have added one before
dividing by two.

The new subscription rates are on the back page. All this wonTt, of
course, cover costs completely; few fanzines manage this, if any. But it
will mean that a bit more than half th2 production costs are covered, which was
not the case with the last issue.

~- The Tditor.
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by Charles Platt.

This is hardly a Convention Report, since there will be enough of those in
other magazines. It is more a personal reaction; a reaction that I think is
shared to some extent by several other people I know for whom , also, this was
their first sf Convention.

My trip to the Convention was preceeded by a visit to the Birmingham
area. First I called in at Beryl Henley's house, and, fending off her two chil-
dren, enjoyed long conversations from Scientology to the second World War. Then
to Peter Weston's house, where the Zeniths come from, God knows haw he manages
to produce his fanzine; he's so short of space the duplicator has to stand
in the passage. While in Brum we visited Cliff Teague, who's collection has
got so much out of hand I doubt if he is really aware of what is in it. Boxes
of magazines and piles of fanzines litte# the floor and help to support his bed,
giant bookshelves sagging with sf line the walls.



And so to Peterborough. The Bull Hotel is a large, modern place and I was <§3>
surprised that they'd agreed to have a Convention held there --especially

after previous experience. Friday was a day in which there was little organised,
and what there was I found disappointing. In a way this set the tone of the rest
of the Convention.

Having spent the afternoon meeting people and talking, at 8:00 pm fans con-
gregated in the main hall to be welcomed officially to the Con. Following this
welcome was a chaotic and seemingly pointless succession of introductions; one
by one members of the audience were brought up front and asked rather pointless
questions. The whole thing would have been like a quiz programme apart
from the unruly and uninterested audience and the lack of a few well-placed
"well, how about that!™ interjections from the interviewer. "And here is...
(looks at programme notes) ...ah ... Peter Weston, from Birmingham. You're from

Birmingham, Pete?" #"Yes" "And you're a new fan?" ‘fyes, that's right" ™Mand
you run a fanzine?" "Yes, it's called Zenith and it costs only 1/- at the mom-
ebent, but the sub rates are going up next issue so subscribe to it now." "well

thankyou, Pete, and now let's have..." and so on, ad infinitum. So many people
were brought up out of the audience I was wondering where it would stop; soon
everyone would have been introduced. Unfortunately the answers could not be
heard a lot of the time because the audience insisted on cutting in, talking,
and shouting funny comments. It was a bemusing first taste of the Con.; surely,
one Hedte, St Canitiall ‘be “Like, this?

The question-and-answer session that was last on the programme suffered
from an unstable audience that kept wandering in and out, a lack of prepared or
coherent questions, and from the fact that most of the time Ken Slater didn't
know the answers to the questions put to him. Even when he did, people chipped
in ahead of him. Finally it all broke up and people were left to themselves for
the rest of the evening; all right for older fans reunited with their companions
of earlier Cons, but discouraging and boring for newcomers who could find little
to do.

Saturday saw a better-organised discussion, on 'Dies Fandom Need Sf'. The
more pertinent question of whether sf-reading fans needed fandom was only hinted
at. The panel was two-fifths asleep, judging from the small amount Terry Bull
and Wally Weber had to say; in fact since Wally Weber openly stated he didn't
want to say anything one wonders why he took on the job. Panel members managed
to say the same thing but make it sound different each time, and most of
the relevant discussion points raised in the audience (there were many irrelev-
ant points) followed the same theme. High spot in the discussion was when the
panel was found to be composed of 3 people who were not regular readers of sf;
and the other two didn't seem tor sure about it. After some beautifully incompre-
hensible remarks from the audience, with no summing up from the chairman or the
panel the conclusion was reached that there was no conclusion,

In a way the most successful part of the Convention was the Saturday After-
noon Filmshow. The first film on Astronomy was at a Juvenile level, but the
shots of Mars, Jupdter and Saturn, showing the planets' rotation, were fascinat-
ing, as were the pictures of the flaring solar prominences.

I wonder whether the 'surprise item' at 4pm had been planned in advance, or
was simply an unfilled space on the original programme to be filled up with
anything that happened to show up. The anythings that showed up turned out to be
Edmund Hamilton and Leigh Brackett . It was a pity that the questions posed to
them continued for quite so long, but considering it was all unprepared the hus-
band-wife team made some very interesting and absorbing comments. It is strange
that the this interest and intelligence does not show up in most of the stories
they write.
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There was a surprisingly large number of good castumes at the Fancy Dress
Ball on Saturday evening. Eddie Jones should have got a prize for his: "The
Original Kelley Freas", a reconstruction of what Freas used to dress his swash-
buckling characters in when he was illustrating Astounding. The execution was
perfect, and Eddie fitted the part so well,,. The award for 'most beautiful
costume' I regret was influenced by the inherent cuteness of a small child;
it would have been better if the costume rather than the person involved had
been considered.

After the party, probably the most successful social occasion during the
whole Convention, cliques gathered in the downstair lounge, parties started in
various rooms, drunkards roamed the corridors, rooms were broken into by
a phantom inebriate with a master key. The white glare of flashbulbs success-
fully blinded several fans. While neofen grumbled morosely about the lack of or-
ganisation and the lack of sf interest in older fans, the older ones smoked

pipes and played cards on the landing and in the lounge. Michael Moorcock
assisted as always by his London group of hangers-on, spent the evening croon-
ing and bellowing into a microphone, revising the bible, climbing over the
roofs, and generally making a nuisance of himself.

The parties were fun... yes. But there was a continual feeling that the
fun was a trifle unnatural or forced. I wonder how many people enter fandom as
an escape; correspondence can so easily and successfully disguise the social
outcast or introvert, enabling him to become whatever sort of person he pleases,
until his correspondents meet him ~- and so often find that the person
they have been writing to is not what his letters sounded like at all. I would
guess that in most cases the image of himself that a letter-writer builds up is
more glamourous than he really his; consequently it is hardly surprising that
the social atmosphere was 'forced' on Saturday night, with natural introverts
trying hard to be extraverts. There was a slight feeling of 'why I am I staying
up for this?' and indeed it seemed the main reason was, 'because everyone else
is4d

Transition from Saturday Night to Sunday Morning passed unnoticed; until
the time arrived to get up, followed by the horrible ordeal of breakfast, foll-
owed by the Annual General Meeting. Buoyed up by two Alka Seltzers I des-
cended and was one of the few people at the AGM on time, I don't know whether
holding the AGM on Sunday morning was a deliberate move directed at cutting
down the number of attendees and hence the length of the meeting, but that's
certaindy how it worked out. Phil Rogers as chairman contributed to the process
by cutting short any reports the committee members had to give; and God knows
they didn't have much. Librarian Joe Navin said most, and he wasn't even on the
committee. It's all very well to make the meeting informal, but as E.C. 'Ted'
Tubb pointed out,; there were a lot of non members present, and the BSFA should
have had an image to present to them. There was no attempt made in this direct-
ion. I personally would have very much liked to hear a full report from each
committee member of what had happened during their term of office, why, and
what they hoped would happen in the future.

Ron Bennett had lost his voice, but Ken Slater certainly hadn't, and pro-
vided most of the intelligent suggestions. It's a pity he hasn't time to be a
committee member. There was general approval of the idea that more money should
be spent on advertising the BSFA, but this was more an agrecement in principile
than an assurance that everyone would do his best to make it happen. The immed-
iate reaction was that in future advertising would be impossible, since New
Worlds and Science Fantasy, when they change publishers, will no longer carry
advertisements. This spontaneous lack of thought in the face of a difficulty,
combined with natural lethargy and pessimism, is to a large extent symptomatic
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of what is wrong with the BSFA. Ken Slater was immediately able to provide {§)
two imaginative alternatives for advertising; and Willing's Press Guide
surely should provide some others. There was no justification for defeatism.

Ted Tubb's buffoonery in joining the BSFA and 'recruiting' new members had
a serious aspect that most people missed., Although his act was in fun, it is,
all the same, the attitude that should be prevalent in the BSFA recruiting;
people won't join by themselves, they need inducement. The BSFA must
have an image to sell, it can't expect people to join just befause it is there.
"Free drinks tonight for all new members!" cried Mr Tubb. He should be taken a
bit more seriously'f

Archie Mercer turned the donation of the Doc Weir award from something
that could have been horribly embarassing into an amusing-but-serious occasion
that went down very well.

The main reason that the amateur films on Sunday afternoon were so well
thought of was that the majority of the audience had never seen any serious am-
ateur films before (and I'm not talking about 'home movies' of drooling babies)
To someone who had, the programme was rather amateurish; this is hardly sur-
prising since the films were the first venture of the Alien group in the
medium, and first ventures are inevitably amateurish. The lampoon of Franken-
stein was easily the best; the acting was good, and only a little more discrim-
inating film splicing could have made an improvement. The rest of the programme
was very bad in comparison. Toy tanks, fireworks, burning paper and whooshing
flash powder just do not look like the real thing; Son of Godzilla was neither
funny nor entertaining; I found it a little embarassing, as was "I was a teen-
age birdman”. The take-off of H.G.Wells' "First men in the moon"” was more amus-
ing; the best part was the animation of the moon creatures. The other film on
the subject of a moon rocket launching was unfortunately marred by memory of
how well this humour can be put over, by Michael Bentine, or as in the "Running
Jumping and Standing Still"™ film, itself almost in the amateur class, shown the
previous afternoon.

In general, the films did not deserve the praise that was showered upon
them by some people (Ella Parker in particular). With the exception of Franken-
stein, judged by stahdards of serious amateur film making the films were not
very good, nor was there any real attempt to make them serious sf; they were
either humourous monster or serious monster films. But to an older fan, unused
to seeing invention or initiative in fandom,; which is, after all; the same now
as it was 20 years ago, the very idea that someone whould have shown so much
initiative must in itself have been astounding. So the Alien group walked off
with one third of the Convention profits and sold vast quantities of their
magazines to unsuspecting buyers thinking it would be as funny as the films.

In a way, the two were similar.

Why is it that people who are so much concerned with imagination and the
future so enjoy re-living the past? We have a continual sentimentalism about
the 'good old days of stf' (and crud), a continual reminiscing over the work of
Walt Willis or John Berry or other Grand Old Fen, and the stories that they
wrote which now seem so much better in retrospect. There is a current project
to compile a history of fandom; and on Sunday yet another example of looking
backwards was the slide show that helped people remember last year's Convention
which, of course, a lot of people scemed to think was much better than this
year's, just as next year's will not ssem so good, when it arrives, as this
year's was. Such a glorification of the past and a tendency to look backwards
instead of forwards I find depressing; to see the audience happily reliving
last year's activities instead of living this yecar's was sad. I was not among
them.

Ted Tubb is one of those gifted people who can deliver an unprepared speech
and make it as grammatically and structurally perfect as if it were read out of



(£) a book. His 'guest of honour' speech was marred only by the fact that

"~ he forgot the last point he had to make. The questions that followed pro-
duced, for me, far more interesting answers than those asked of Edmund Hamil-
ton and his wife.

This was the official end of the Convention; but past 11.00 the Alien films
were still being shown again. This was enthusiasm gone mad; a professional film
is liable to suffer if shown through twice; amateur films of this class obvious-
ly just won't take it. Devoid of the impact of originality that they possessed
on first showing they also lost most of their humourous appeal.

But the spectacle that followed the films in the hall possessed both origin
-ality and appeal. Led by Michael Moorcock, E.C.Tubb and Kenneth Bulmer,a
humming and swaying session took place. It was, as Mr Tubb explained, an attempt
to reach back into the past, far back to the primitive rites of our ancestors;
the free wine was not to get drunk on, it was to be considered a libation. In
the dim glow from one ceiling light, the audience hummed and swayed in a circle
about mysterious gowned figures, until at the sound of a horn they were command-
ed to drink. At the climax of the ceremony a 'young and virginal girl' was
brought forth, slain, and then through the psychic presence of the humming and
swaying audience, resurrected. At least, that's what should have happen-
ed; in practice the audience was too large and any atmosphere that gathered was
repeatedly destroyed by funny comments from people who didn't take it seriously.
Mike Moorcock didn't help when he staggered, lurched, slipped and fell over
amidst the sound of breaking glass, and E.C.Tubb in shirt sleeves, a bottle in
one hand and a glass in the other, did not exactly add to the tone of the cer-
emony. With a smaller and more cooperative audience, and Dbetter rehearsed or-
ganisation, this could have been a great success,

I felt sorry for the hotel staff, some of whom stayed up till 4am; but I
felt much sorrier for myself when I awoke on Monday morning at 7.30 to the
rhythmic pounding of fists on my door. Had it all been worth it? It had been -
worth meeting Beryl Henley and Pete Weston two days before the Convention;
there had been so much to talk about, then. But somehow when over 100 other fans
are present, not just one other, the magic of conversation is lost, and uncert-

ain boredom takes over. ' This is
what happened for me at the Con.; perhaps no one enjoys it at first, or perhags
I was somehow at fault. Either way, it was a bit of a disappointment.

But... see you at Birmingham, next Easter?
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The day of sea and sand
goes on
But on the morrow....

The day was hot and sunny, ; 5 /]
as the day before had been, and the day ‘f" 202r tl//?';te
before that also. In fact, you thought, as you i
rolled on to your stomach in the warm sand, all your
days here had been warm and sunny, and all before perhaps;
and perhaps, you could not tell, all those to come. A soft wind
stirred through the line of trees behind you, and gently swayed the
lichen-covered trunks. Down on the beach, in front of where you lay, the
breakers washed the sand and, hissing, tugged it back into the sea. Here, in
the bay, the beach was gradually eroding. On the other side of the island the
waves were building the beach up into new land; you knew because you had
been there and seen, yesterday perhaps, or the day before. And so you basked,
you lucky Benthamite.

A gaudy flitter flapped cawing across the beach to where a group of its
fellows poked, dainty even in their greed, for the little worms that lived in
the damp depths of the sand. And there, out beyond that crashing surf that
broke over the reef, a graceful giant-soarer banked in a breath-catching wing
tip turn, inches above the sea. And beyond that, out against the deep ultra-
marine of the ocean, something bigger glistened in the air. There it was
again, a giant silver body hanging for a heartbeat's span between sky and sea.
Now falling back, and turning as it fell, into the sea; now sheets of water
flew into the air. A giant playful swimmer leaping from the cool depths to
bask for a moment in the sun.

You looked up at the whispy clouds that never rained unless to refresh.
You looked down to your side, to where your woman lay contented on your left,
Her every sighing breat a little miracle, as was her naked sun-bronzed body.
Down by the beach, happy in their ernest games, two laughing children played.
A boy, a girl, both yours and by the woman on your left.

And so you slept midst all of that beauty. Who could tell how long you
had been thus?

But then you heard a crashing in the wood behind you. You sat up and
turned in time to see a man burst out from the low bushes and, half running
and half staggering, come down the beach towards you.

You did not think you were surprised, and yet... how long since you last
saw another man?

"Pete! For God's sake, are you hurt?”

You did not know him; you just stared.

"Pete, you're bleeding badi¥

Still you could only stare at him. You saw him dip into a bag he held,
and come up with a wicked looking needle. You knocked it flying from his hand.

"Steady, lad, only something for the pain.¥

What was all this about? Now the man, you noticed he was wearing some



kind of silver suit, was trying to drag you up the beach as if his life
depended on it. You fought him off.

"Come on, man. For Christ's sake try to help! The Grems must know they
hit your ship. They'll be here any minute now.*

Somewhere in your-mind, a door swung open. You knew there was a war. You
knew a devastated Earth fought with an alien foe, the Grems. You saw your
shattered body lying in a barren desert, the wreckage of your scoutship all
around. Your friend, weird in his pressure suit, bent over you.

Reality poured forth, and with it pain. Inside your mind the door slammed
tight. The beach and sea appeared again, a knife was in your hand.

A pause.

You turned once more to the beach, to your woman and your children. You
turned once more to beauty. Behind you, face downwards in the sand, lay the
stranger, his blood soaking into the beach. Somewhere in his breast your knife.

e+e..Who knows what dawn will bring?

END:PETER WHITE.
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The multi-sexual planet of Copewl 8 was in an uproar. For the first

time in 2,000 years of history a woman had committed adultery, and
the six husbands of the woman sued for divorce.

"Your Honour," they appealed to Xordvitch Learoyd Jr's son,
who stood in for the occasion as divorce judge, 'our wife has
been sleeping with another meni!

"T shouldn't let it worry you,” Son-of-Learoyd Jr replied.
"Tt's only sex of one; half a dozen of the other "

.. WITH SON (OF
XORDVITCH
LEAKOYD,&’T” )

j Brian 'Ztmorsk.




"iEre, Fred?"

"Hullo?"V

"Fancy those two, then?V

"What two?"

"Those two. Standing by the Jukebox there. The one with the blue wig."
"The jukebox with the blue wig,.."

"Struth. The bint standing lent up against it like.
striped top whatsit and the jeans,"

"Those two? I don't know, Oliver..."

"What d'yer mean, you don't kn0m7 Don't you fgn y them or something?"
"They're not bad, Oliver. Which one do you fancy, thent®

“"How do I know? Want to chat them up first, don't I? Wouldn't mind that one in
the blue wig, though."

"How do you know it's a wig, Oliver?"
"Gawd. It stands to sense, don't it.

Her and the other one in the

Look, whoever heard of anyone having blue
3 on
"Well,.., do you fancy them, then?™ hair?



EHCD *0f course I fancy them. That's what I'm telling you, ain't it?"
S "Do you think they're by themselves, then?"
"Of course they are. Standing like that. I don't see any fellas."
"Yeah, that's what you said last week at the Palais. It still hurts to
turn my head."”
"Can't you forget about that? Anyone can make a mistake.™
"Yeah, but then there was the week before, outside the Pig and Whistle.™
"Oh, you gotta bring that up."
"I can sece what she was on about, though."
"Shut up. can't you., She looked like that, didn't she?"
"She wasn't, though, Oliver.,"
"No, slhie wasn't."
"How's your eye, Oliver? It still looks a bit tender to me."
"I told you to shut up. Now, what about them two?"

"Don't be daft. Over there by..." 2d:
"They've gone, Oliver." g
"What the heck happened to them, then?” S
"Two fellas behind us went and picked them up a few minutes ago." ?ﬁcu:j
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Well then, thls is it. How many years, decades, CFq%u._ s have we dreamed,
wondered hoped, feared...for this? Too many. We dvcant everything; did Aothing.
Earller...lt might have been different. Now...perhaps, perhaps some things are
best unknown. Where there is ignorance there is hope. Where there is this, there
is... yet, it is beautiful.

Wildly beautiful, beautiful beyond...but empty. Empty! Forest, water, moss,
sky, emptiness. Wastes. Uncaring majesties of verdant barrens, Emniy.

The swale of the hills beckons., The low red roll falls behind as he climbs
the blended rouge flank. The swelling red curve of the rill fades softly into
the vibrant pink of the sky. It is a lovely spot, a spot where weary interplan-
etary wanderers may rest under the vast reddish ﬁ~c o a g=nile planet's atmos-
phere. A spot where sounds fade away to the Fflowing rzd tops of the crimson for-
est, softly smothered in their unnaturalness. A sps%t where the mozsy rust vlain
rolls onward, downward, outward, parell:ling the transiucent chor»y stream to
the first shallow uplifting of the mighty, deep wine tree lin:. Yes, hora there

is peace...hauntingly familiar, mis-coloured, alien b2muty...%earing, pathetic
loneliness.

The sun is sinking into the gently dipping cherub outline of the horizon.
The far, rounded hills swim in the opalesceica. The disztant zhadewy woods thick
en to an irridescent wine-red fog. Thz red mists of day suzcuud to the disturb-
ing blood-red of twilight. Siowly, under the stars, a mis:t of a different
nature in his eyes, a the lonely figure moves quietly down the siope into his
ship.

Above, two pusling orbs of violet slip across the night sky. Behind, the
broad river glides sileuntly across a nameless lend, where, yea“c chead, the
first Martians will raise their first city.
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Edgar Allen Poe should be remembered for many reasons. His poems, the most out-
standing of which, "The Raven", was the best selling poem of the 19th centiry;
the deductive detective tale that he invented (in Inspector Dupin, his 'detect-
ive', he created the forefather of Sherlock Holmes, Hercule Poirot, Maigret,and
August Derleth's Solar Pons); his horror tales, "The Fall of the House of Ush-
er", "The Pit and the Pendulum", "The Cask of Amontillado", and others; his
life of almost unrelieved penury, tragedy and hope; --all these have made him
one of the most sought-after authors of today. A two-page letter from Poe to
Washington Irving describing Poe's tale "William Wilson" fetched £2,000 at
Sotherby's recently, and a 40-page pamphlet containing two stories and called
"The Prose Romances of Edgar Allen Poe'" reputedly fetches 50,000 dollars.

But being an imaginative writer, and having an amateur longing for science,
it was inevitable that he should write some sf.

Five of his tales fall into this literary division.

One of the most sfish of these is the "Conversation of Eiros and Charmion"
in which he employs ideas similar to those used in H.G.Wells' "In the Days of
the Comet™,., A very tenuous comet ‘collides' with the Earth, and, in doing so,
absorbs all the nitrogen from the atmosphere. The pecople become exhilerated,and
the vegetation luxuriant, but the smallest of sparks causes the end of the
world in a sheet of flame. This tale is passed off as the conversation in Aid-
enn (heaven) between Charmion, who has been dead some time, and Eiros, who
was a victim of the final catastrophe. It reminds one of that joke where there
are two angels on clouds, one saying "That's funny, 2 billion came up in one
day, and since then, nothing."

Another sf story is 'Hans Phaal. A Tale." In this a Dutch bellows-maker,in
an attempt to escape his debts, makes a balloon and takes off for the moon. In
this tale, some of the mysteries of space travel are explained. For exam-
ple, meteors, it is claimed, are only volcanic fragments, and the moon is peo-
pled by dwarfs, one of whom delivers his narrative to the people of Rotterdam.
A particularly interesting and ingenious item is that Poe realised there would
be difficulties with pressure, and he removed these by having the character
Phaal bleed himself to reduce some of the internal pressure.

Poe was fond of the balloon idea, and used it again in "The Balloon Hoax",
in which he took the news of the balloon "Nassau's" remarkable flight of 500
miles in 18 hours and exaggerated it into a tale describing a balloon crossing
the Atlantic in three days; a feat yet to be accomplished in a balloon.

Balloons occur again in"Mellonta Tauta'"., This is true sf in that it uses
the future to satirise the present. In a letter purported to have been picked
out of the Mare Tenebrarum, where it was found floating in a bottle, and writ-
ten on board a balloon on the moon in 2848 he comments acidly on contemporary
"Amricca®.

"The Facts in the Case of M. Valdemar" is a fringe-sf tale in which a
dying man is mesmerised at the point of death and kept that way for seven
months, When brought out of it, he putrefies into "a nearly liquid mass". An
interesting idea in suspended animation.
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\Lé Proof that Poe was not just an imaginative, amateur pseudo~scientist
lies in the fact that he did an Asimov, by bringing out "Eureka" which was a
brilliant syathesis of the scientific knowledge of his day. Poe always con-
sidered this his greatest work. It is tragic that it is the least remembered.

END:RICHARD MAVALL.
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"Mr Smith" walked purposefully down New York's 42nd street, in the direction

of the United Nations building. On the sidewalk banner headlines
screamed: CRISES -- PRESIDENT AND SOVIETS MELT AT U.N.! U.N. MEETING
LAST CHANCE OF PEACE! ON THE BRINK OF WAR WITH REDS OVER FORMOSA'!

The world was a on the brink of war., How fortunate, thought Mr Smith.How
fortunate that the leaders of Earth had been brought together now, under one
roof. It would make his job so much easier. Besides, it was alwgys better
if peoples' sense of security had been upset. He rounded a corner and there
lay the U.N. building. Mr Smith smiled and strode briskly acrosss the road,
one arm swinging, the other carrying his 'brief case’.

He moved up the steps; through the glass doors and up to the reception
desk. He raised his hat. ;

"Good morning.." he began, The girl behind the desk screamed, and faint-
ed. It was then that he remembered that Terrans do not normally have three
eyes. He hastily rearranged his body molecules and the offending eye disap-
peared from his forehead.

He had hoped to ask where he could find the Earth leaders. No matter --
while the girl was unconscious he had obtained the information by telepathy:
they were on the 37th floor, in a room at the end of a corridor. He moved
towards a 1lift, Men in blue uniforms stepped in front of him, blocking his
way.

"Mister, you can't use this elevator just now."

"Oh -- all right, thankyou for telling me. I'll telekiness instead." And
so he did, Up to the 37th floor. Down below, the security police sounded the
alarm, _

Mr Smith begah to walk down the corridor to the locked Conference Room.
A man in blue with a sub-machine gun shouted "Halt or I fire". Mr Smith
beamed at him., Bullets poured into Mr Smith -- and passed through him to
form a beautiful pock-mark mural in the wall behind him, He laughed.

"I guess you missed." (Humour was always the best approach. It made peo-
ple friendly.) The man threw down the gun and laughed too. He didn't stop un-
til, later, the doctors gave him a sedative.

Mr Smith noticed the door was locked, so he walked through the wall,

Inside, four men had the fate of the world in their hands. They were
sitting at a mahogany table, two on each side; they were General Van Goorn,
USAF, and the President, and opposite them Red MarshallNekkomovsky and Prem-
ier Breschmikov. So far the conference had not gone well, General Van Goorn
was not afraid of nuclear war -- he was an American, and Americans are afraid
of nuthin', He urged "no concession"., Nekkomovsky was not afraid of it either
for he knew that the luxury-loving capitalists wouldn't dare. He urged "no
concession." The President, however, was basically a Nice Guy. Unlike the
others he did not really want to blow up the world. He was irritated by
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Breschmikov, who showed no sign of responding to his overtures. There was not\¢J
much chance when the statesmen of the world had allowed matters to drift so far,
but the President had to try. For 14 solid hours he had tried to find opening
after opening, common ground after common ground. He had finally erected a rick-
ety structure on which somebody might agree. It was delicate, but Breschmikov
might thaw a little. The President was near breaking-point, but he had to try.

Then Mr Smith materialised. "Good day, friends," he began. "I represent
GALACTIC INSURANCE INC., the company with wonderful policies for you. I've come
all the way from our Orion branch to tell you about them.,"

"Get that nut out of here!" barked Van Goorn. His aides moved forward. Mr
Smith temporarily paralysed them. Breschmikov blinked.

"This is your trickery, capitalist hyena!"

"You dirty Red! You planned this!{" Nekkomovsky glared at Van Goorn. Van
Goorn glared at Nekkomovsky.

"Please, Gentlemen. Let me tell you about our revolutionary policy. Have
you ever worried about the future of your species? Remember, evolution can be
unreliable. Don't be like the Dinosaurs. Our policy covers you against mutation,
natural selection, and survival of the fittest. With GALACTIC INSURANCE, you get
full compensation if your species becomes extinct."

"Get outf" said the President. Then, more loudly, "Get OUT!*®

".+.0r perhaps you would prefer our Destruction Policy. If the Earth blows
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